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AF this is the laſt opportunity I ſhall have of ad- 

dreſſing the public this year, I think it my 
duty to return them my warmeſt acknowlegements 
| for their favourable reception of the following little 
piece. 

The three principal characters I met within a 
ſummer's expedition: they are neither vamp'd from 
antiquated plays, pilfer'd from French farces, nor 
the baſeleſs beings. of the poet's brain. I have given 
them in their plain natural habit ; they wanted na 
dramatic finiſhing ;' nor can I claim am other me- 
rit than grouping them together, and throwing them 
into action. The juſtice done them there by the 
performers, has been too ſtrongly diſtinguiſh'd by 
the town, to render any thing from me neceſſary : 
I could only wiſh that the managers of the theatres 
' would employ Mr. Caſtallo, whoſe peculiar Naivete, 
and ſtrict propriety, would greatly "YE many 
characters on our tage. 


Ez 0 LOGU-Et 


Written and ſpoke by Mr. Foo rr. 


FH APPY my muſe, had ſhe firſt turn'd her art, 
From humour dangerous path, to touch the heart, 
They, who in all the Bluſter of blank verſe, 
The mournful tales of love, and war, rehearſe; 
Are ſure the critics cenſure to eſcape, 
Tau hiſs not heroes now, you only— gape. 
Ver, (Strangers quite to heroes, kings, and queens,) 
Dare you intrude your judgment, on their ſcenes, 
A different lot the comic muſe attends, 
She is oblig'd, to treat you with your friends: 
Muſt ſearch the court, the forum, and the city: 
Mart out the dull, the gallant and the witty, 
ut hs wild profuſion, th avarice of age ; 
ay, bring the pit itſelſ, upon the ſtage. 
Firſt to the bar, ſbe turns her various face; 
Hem, my lord, I am council in this caſe, 
— And if + be, your. lordſhip ſhould think fit 
Why to be fure, my client muſt ſubmit ; | 
For why, becaufe—then off ſhe trips again, 
Aud to the fons of commerce, ſhifts her ſcene : 
There, whilſt the griping Sire, with mopeing care, 
Defrauds the world, himfelf, t enrich his heir, 
The pious boy, his father's toil rewording, , 
For thouſands throws 4 main at Covent- Garden. 
Theſe are the portraits we're oblig'd to ſhow ; 
Tom all are judges if they're like or no: 
Here ſhould we fail, fame other ſhape we'll try, 
And grace our future ſcenes, with navelly. 
T have a plan to treat you with Burletta, 
That cannot miſt your taſte, Mia Spilletta. 
But ſhould the following piece your mirth excite, 
From nature's volume, we'll perſiſt to write. 
Your partial favour, bad us firſt proceed ; 
Then ſpare th' offender, ſince you urg d the deed, _ 
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THE KNIGHTS. 


FEET FE 
S (RENE, à room. 


Hax ror and Jexxins diſcover d. 


Jexxixs. 

Should not chuſe to marry into ſuch a family. 
Har. Choice, dear Dick, is very little concern'd 
in the matter: and to convince you that love is not 
the miniſter of my counſels, know, that I never ſaw 
but once the object of my preſent purpoſe ; and that 
too at a time, and in a circumſtance, not very likely to 
ſtamp a favourable impreſſion. What think you of a 
raw boarding-ſchool girl at Lincoln minſter, with a mind 
unpoliſh'd, a figure uninform'd, and a ſet of features 
' tainted with the colours of her unwholeſome food ? 

Jenk, No very engaging object indeed, Hartyp. 
Har. Your thoughts now were mine then: but ſome 
connections I have fince had with her father, have given 


er t 
hood to Sir Penurious Trifle, was a ſuſficient motive for: 
his advancing what money I wanted by way of mort- 
gage: the hard terms he impos'd upon me, and the lit- 
tle regard I have paid to oeconomy, has made it neceſ- 


ſary for me to attempt by ſome ſcheme the re-eſtabliſk= | 


ment of my fortune. This young lady's fimplicity; n t 


to call it ignorance, preſented her at once as a Fropes 


joe for my purpoſe. 
Jenl. Succeſs to you, e with all wy ſoul! . 


A 3 9 


* to my preſent defign upon her: you are no ſtrang- 
the ſiuuation of my circumſtances : my neighbour- 


* 
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fellow of your ſpirit and vivacity, mankind ought to 
ſupport ſor the ſake of themſelves. For whatever Se- 
neca and the other moral writers may have ſuggeſted in 
contempt of riches, it is plain their maxims were riot 
calculated for the world as it now ſtands: in days of 
yore, indeed, when virtue was call'd wiſdom, and vice, 
folly, ſuch prinicidles might have been encourag'd ; but 
as the preſent ſubjects of our enquiry are, not what a 
man is, but what he has; as to bgrich, is to be wiſe 

and virtuous, and to be poor, ignorant-and Ae 15 
heartily applaud your plan! 

Hur. Your obſervation is but too juſt. And i is it 
not, Dit, a little unaccountable that we who conde- 
ſcend 6 &cvilely to copy the follies and fopperies of our 
polite neighbours, ſhould be fo totally averſe to an imi- 


tation of their virtues? In France, has he wealth? is 
an interrogation never put *till they are diſappointed in 0 
thgjr inquires after the birth and wiſdom of a faſhionable I 
o,: but here, how much a year——two thouſand, t 
2 ide devil! In what county ? Berk/hire. Indeed? y 
> bd bleſs vs! A happy dog! How the duce come 1 to c 

Pg . 23 
© be intereſted in a man's fortune, unleſs I am his ſteward n 
| . or bis taylor: indeed knowlege and genius are worth ir 
examining into; by thoſe my underſtanding may be hi 
 improv'd, or my imagination gratify'd; but why ſuch a 
2 man's being able to eat Crtolons, and drink French fo 
= wine, is to recommend him to my clteem, is what I hi 
E- can't readily conceive, » m; 
> Fenk. This complaint may with juſtice be made of all it 
imitations: the ridiculous fide is ever the object imitat- up 
ed. But a truce to moralizing, and to our buſinels. ha 
Prithee, in the ſirſt place, how can you gain admittance eq 


to your miſtreſs? And in the ſecond; is the girl inde- his 
pendent of her father? His —— I ſuppoſe, you have tert 


no thought of obtaining. in 
Hur. Some farther propoſals. concerning my eſtate; 4-0 

0 as an increaſe of the mortgage, or an abſolute ſale, nc 
zs a ſufficient pretence for a viſit: and as to the caſh, iſ his 


| weng to n * en, Jon be! 


* 


So - ww —— 
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And beſides, an only child, you know: and then, 
when things are done, they can't be undone—and tis 
well it's no worſe—and a hundred ſuch pretty proverbs, 
will, it's great odds, reconcile the old fellow at laſt, 
Beſides, my papa in peſſe, has a foible, which, if I con- 
deſcend to humour, 1 have his ſoul, my dear; 

Fend. Prithee, now you are in ſpirits, give me a por- 
tfait of Sit Penurious ; tho? be is my neighbour, yet is 


- he ſo domeſtic an animal, that I know no more of him 
than the common country converſation z that he is a 


thrifty, wary man. 

Har. The very abſtract of penury'! Sir John Cutler, 
with his tranſmigrated ſtockings, was but a type of kim» 
For inſtance, the barber has the growth of his and his 
daughter's bead once a year, for ſhaving the knight once 
a fortnight ; his ſhoes are made with the leather of a 
coach of his grand. father's, built in the year, one; his 
male - ſervant is footman, groom, carter, coach- man, 
taylor; his maid employs her leiſure hours in plain 
work for the neighbours, ' which, Sir Pexuricus takes 
care, as her labour is for his emolumevt; ſhall be as 


many as poſſible, by j joining with his daughter in ſeonrs 
ing the rooms, making the beds, Oc. thus much for 


his moral character. Then as to his intellectual, he is 
a mere charte blanche; the laſt man he is with muſt af« 
ford him matter for the next he goes to; buta ſtory is 
his idol, throw bim in that, and he ſwallows it; no 
matter what, raw or roaſted, ſavoury or inſipid, down 
it goes, and up apain to the firſt perſon he meets: it is 


upon this baſis I found my fayoor with the knight, - 


having acquir'd patience enough to hear his ſtories, and 
equip'd myſelf with a quantity ſufficient to furniſh him; 
his manner is indeed peculiar, and for once or twice en- 
tertaining enough. I'll give you a ſpecimen—Is u not that 
an equipage? 

Jenk. Hey! Yes, faith, and the owner, an acquaint- 


ance of mine: Sir Gregory Gazette, by Jupiter! and 


Iron Tim with ben. Nn 


. 


* 
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He 'muſt come this way to the parlour, We'll have a 
ſcene ; but take your cue; be is a country 5 
Sir Gregory entering, and waiter. 

Sir Greg. What, neither the Glouceſter Fournal, nor 
the Worceſter Courant, nor the Northampton Mercury, 
nor 0 Cheſier? Mr. Jenkins, I am your bumble ſer- 
vant: a ſtrange town this, Mr. Jenkins, no news ſtir- 
ning no papers taken in ! Is that gentleman a ſtranger, 


Mr. Fenkins? Pray, Sir, not to be too 4. you dont 


come from London ? 

Har. But laſt night. 
Sir Greg. Lack- a day! That's wonderful! Mr. Fen- 
kins, introduce me. | 

Zenk. Mr. Hartop, Sir Gregory Gazette. 

Sir Greg. Sir, I am proud to—well, Sir, and what 


neus? You come from—pray, Sir, are you a parlia- 


ment man ? 

Har. Not I, indeed, Sir. 

Sir Greg. Good lack! May be belong to the "oi 

Har. Nor that. 

Sir Greg. Oh, then in ſome of the offices ; ; the trea- 
ſury or the exchequer. 

Har. Neither, Sir. 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day! That's wonderful ! Well, 
but Mr,—Pray what name did Mr. ee ah! ah. 

Har. Hartop. 

Sir Greg. Ay, ook: . not of the Hartops of 
Boſton. 

Har. No, 

Sir Greg. May be not. There i is, Mr. Hartop, one 
thing that I envy you Londoners in much :—quires of 
news-papers ! Now, I reckon, you read a matter of 
eight ſheets every day. 

Har. Not one. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! Then, may be, you are a- 
bout court; and ſo being at the fountain head, know 
what is in the papers before they are printed, 

"og I never trouble my head about them. 08 old 
! | 
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Sir Greg. Good lord! your friend, Mr. Jenkins, is 
very cloſe. 

Jent. Why, Sir Gregory, Mr. Hartop is much in the 
ſecrets above; and it becomes a man ſo truſted to be 
wary, you know. 

Sir Greg. May be ſo, may be ſo. Wonderful! Ay, 
ay, a great man, no doubt. 

Zenk. But I'll give him a better inſight into your cha- 
rater, and that will induce him to throw off his reſerve. 

Sir Greg. May be ſo; do, do; ay, ay! 

Fenl. Prithee, Jack, don't be ſo cruſty : indulge the 
knight's humour a little; beſides, if ] gueſs right, it may 
de neceſſary for the conduct of your deſign to contract a 
pretty ſtrict intimacy there. 5 

Har. Well, do as you wif. 

Zenk. Sir Gregery, Mr, Haortop's ienorance of your 
character made him a little ſhy in his replies; but you 
will now find him more. communicative; and, in your 
car,—he is a treaſure; he is in all the myſteries of go- 
yernment, at the bottom of every thing. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! A treaſure ! Ay, may be ſo. 

Jeul. And that you may have him to yourſelf Pl 80 
in ſearch of your ſon. 

Sir Greg. Do ſo, do ſo; Tim is without; juſt come 
from bis uncle Tregogle's at Meuvegrzy in Carmooll; Tim 
is an honeſt lad! Do fo, do ſo. [Exit Jenk, Well, 
Mr. Harte, and {o we bave a peace. lack-a-day ! dag 
look'd for come at laſt. But, pray, Mr. Hurtep, how 
many news-papers may you have printed in a weck? 

Har. About a hundred and filty, Sir Gregory. 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now! And all full, I 
reckon; full as an egg; nothing but news! Well, well, 
I ſhall go to London one of theſe days. A hundred and 
fifty! Wonderful! And, pray now, which 40 you ree- 
kon the beſt? 

Har. Oh, Sir Gregory, they are as various in their ex- 
cellencies as their uſes; if you are mclin'd to blacken 


by a couple of lines the reputation of a neighbour, whoſe 


character neither your nor his whole life can poſſibly re» 


| 6. 
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10 THE KNIGHTS. 
ſtore; you may do it for two ſhillings in one paper: i if 
you are diſplaced, or diſappointed of a place, a triplet a- 


+  gainſt the miniſtry . will be always well receiv'd at the 


head of another: and then as a paper of morning amuſe- 
ment, you have the fool. 

Sir Greg. The fool ! Good lack ! And pray who and 
what may that ſame fool be ? 


Har. Why, Sir Gregory, the author has artfully af. 


ſumed that habit, like the royal jeſters of old, to level 


bis ſatyr with more ſecurity to himſelf, and ſeverity to 


others. 

Sir Greg. May be ſo, may be ſo! The fool! Ha, ha, 
ha! Well enough ! A queer dog, and no fool, I war- 
rant you, Ailligrew, ah, I have heard my grandfather 
talk much of — ſame Rilligrew, and no fool. But 
what's all this to news, Mr, Hurtop? Who gives us the 
beſt account of the king of Spain, and the queen of Hun- 
gary, and thoſe great folks? Come now, you could give 
us a little news if you would; come now !—Snog !— 
Nobody by. Good now do; come, ever ſo little. 
far. Why as you ſo largely contribute to the ſu 
of the government, it is but fair you ſhould know what 
they are about, We are at preſefe] in a treaty with the 
= pe. 
Ei Sir Greg. With the pope! Wonderful ! Good Low, 

0 good now ! How, how? 

Har. We are to yield bim vp a large We of the Ter · 
ro-Incrgnita, together with both the Needles, Scilly- 
rocks, and the Lizard point, on condition that the 
tender has the government of Laputa, and the bi | 
Greenland ſucceeds to St. Peter's chair; he bei ou 

know, a proteſtant, when poſſeſſed of the pontificals, if- 
ſues out a bull, commanding all catholicks to be of his 
religion, they deeming the pope infallible, follow. his di- 
rections; and then, Sir Gregory, we are all of one mind 

Sir Greg. Good lack, good lack! Rare news, rare 
news, rare news ! Ten millions of thanks, Mr. Hartop. 
But might not I juſt bint this to Mr. n apt our . 
Twould rejoice his heart. 
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Har. Oh fie ! By no means. | 

Sir Greg. Only a line—a little hint—do now. 

Har. Well, Sir, it is difficult for me to refuſe you any 
thing. 

Sir Greg. Ten thouſand thanks ! Now ! The pope— 
Wonderful! I'll minute it down—Both the needies ? 

Har. Ay, both. 

Sir Greg. Good now, I'll minute it—the Lizard- 


| point—borh the Needles —Scilly rocks —biſhop of Greens 


land—St. Peter's chair—why then when this is finiſhed 


we may chance to attack the great Turk, and have holy- 


wars again, Mr. Hartop, 

Har. That's part of the ſcheme, 

Sir Greg. Ah! Good now! You ſee I have a head! 
Politicks have been my ſtudy many a day. Ah, if I 
had been in London to improve by the news papers! 
They tell me doctor Drybones is to ſucceed to the "IP 
rick of Wiſper. 

Har. No; doctor 

Sir Greg. Indeed! 1 was told by my landlord at 
Refs, that it was between him and the dean of: 

Har. To my knowlege. 

Sir Greg. Nay, you know belt, to be ſure: if it 
ſhould—huſh ! Here's Mr. Fenkins, and ſon Tin; mum! 


Mr. Jentins does not know any "Ol about the treaty . 


with the pope ? 
Har. Not a word. 
Sir Greg. Mum! 
Enter Tim and Mr. Jenkins, 


Jerk. Maſter Timothy is almoſt grown out of know- | 


lege, Sir Gregory. - 
Sir Greg. Good now, good now! Ay, ay, Ill weeds 


grow a-pace: Son Tim, Mr. Hartop ; a great man, child! 
Mr. Hartop, fon Tim. 


Har. Sir; I ſhall be always glad to know every branch 


Zette. 


Sir Greg. May be ſo. Wonderful! Ay, ay! 


that ſprings from ſo valuable a trunk as Sir Gregory Ca- 


= 
— g—__ — — W——_ - 
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12 THE KNIGHTS, 

Har. Sir 1 am glad to ſee you in Herefordſtire ! Have 
you been long from Cornwall ? 

Tim. Ay, Sir; a matter of four * or a month, 
more or leſs. 

Sir Greg. Well faid, Tim! Ay, Re alle Tim any 
queſtions, he can ee for himſelf, Tim, tell Mr, 
Hartop all the news about the elections, and the tinners 
and 'the.gides, and the roads and the pilchards, I want 
z few words with my maſter Jenkins, | 
Har. You have been ſo long abſent from your native 
country, that you have almoſt forgot it. 

Tim. Yes ſure: 1 ha' been at uncle Tregegles a matter 
of twelve or a dozen year, more or lef-, 
Har. Then I reckon you were quite pon: to ſee 
| Jun papa and mama. 
Di. No ſure, not JI. rather ſent for me to uncle; 
fare Menegizy is a choice place]! And I could a'ſtay'd 
there all my born days, more or Jeſs. + 
Her. Pray, Sir, what were your amuſements ? 
- Tim. Nan! What d'ye ſay? 

Har. How did you divert yourſelf? 

Tim. Oh, we ha' paſtimes enow there: we ha' bull- 
baiting, and cock fighting, and og, and hunting, and 
«<horling, and wreltling. 

Har. The two laſt are ſports for which that country 
is very remarkable: in thoſe, I preſume, you are _ 

Tim. Nan! What? | 

Har. 1 ſay-you are-a good wreſtler; _ 

Tim. Oh Yes ſure, I ean wreſtle well enow : but we 
Fan t wreltle after your faſhion: we ha? no-tripping, 
Fath and ſoul! We go all upon cloſe hugs, or the flying 
mate. Will you try a fall, maſter ? I wan't hurt you, 

fath and foul! 

Har. We had as good not venture tho. But have 
you leſt in Cornwall nothing that * lots of 
more than hurling and wetting? = | 

Tim. Nan! What? * 

Har. No favourite ſhe? f 
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Tim. Arra, I coupled favourite and jowler together, 
and ſure they tug'd it all the way up. Part with fa- 
yourite! No I thank you for nothing! You mult know 
I nurs'd favourite myſelf ! Uncle's huntſman was go-- 
ing to mill-pond-to drown all muſic's puppies; ſo 1 
ſav'd ſhe: but, fath, 'I tell you a comical ſtory; at 
Lanſton, they both broke looſe, and eat a whole lion-a'. 
yeal, and a leg of beef: Criſt! How landlord ſwear'd! 
Fath, the poor fellow was almoit maz d: it made me 
die wi' laughing: but how came you to know avout our 
favourite ? 

Har. A circumſtance ſo material to his fon, ode not 
eſcape the knowlege of Sir Gregory Gazette's friends. 
But here you miſtook me a little '(quire Tim, I meant 
whether your affections were not ſettled upon ſome 


pretty girl: has not ſome Corni/p laſs caught your heart? . 
Tim. Huſh ! God, the old man will hear; jog a tiny 
bit this way—won't a'tell father? | — 


Har. Upon my honour! 

Tim, Why then I'll tell you the whole (tory more or 
leſs. Do yau know Mui Pengrouſe ? 

Har. I am not ſo happy. 

Tim. She's uncle's milkmaid ; | ſhe's as handſome, 
lord; her face all red and white, like the inſide of a 
ſhoulder of mutton; ſo I made love to ot M:ly and 
juſt, fath, as I had got her good will to run away to 
Extter and be married, uncle found it out, and fent 
word to father; and father (ent for me home; bur I 
don't love her a bit the worſer for that: but, Icod, if 
you tell father, he'll knock my brains out; for he ſays 
I'll diſparage the family; and mother's as mad as a 
March hare about it: ſo father and mother ha' brought 
me to be married to ſome young body in theſe parts, 

Har. What, is my lady here? 4 

Tim, No ſure, dame Winifred, as father calls her, 
could not come along. 

Har. I am ſorry for that; 1 ** the honour to be 
a diſtant relation of her ladyſhip's. _ 

Tim, Like enough, fath ! She's a-kin to half the 

| 8 | | 
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world, I think. But don't you ſay a word to father a- 
bout Mally Pengrouſe. Huſh ! 

Jen. Mr. Har top, Sir Gregory will be amongſt us 
ſome time; he is going with bis ſon to Sir Penurious 
Trifie's : there is a kind of a treaty of marriage on foot 
between Miſs Suley Trifle and Mr. Timothy. 

Har. The devil! 1 ſhall be glad of every circum- 
ſtance that can make me better acquainted with Sir 
Gregory. 

Sir Greg, Good now, good now; may be ſo, may 
be fo ! 

Tim. Father, ſure the gentleman ſays as how mother 
and he are a-kin. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! Lack-a-day ! Lack- a- day! 
How, how ? I am proud to——But how, Mr. Har- 
top, how? 

Har. Why, Sir, a couſin- german of my aunt's firſt 
huſband, inter-marry'd with a diſtant relation of a cola- 
teral branch by the mother's ſide the apprices of Lantrin- 
dn; and we have ever ſince quarter'd in a *ſcutcheon of 
pretence the three goat's tails rampant, divided by a 
cheveron, field argent; with a leek pendant in the dex» 
ter point, to diltinguiſh the ſecond houſe. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! wonderful! nearly, nearly 
related ! Good now, good now, if dame Winifred was 
here, ſhe'd make 'em all out with a wet finger ;- but 
they are above me. Prithee, Tin, good now, fee after 
_ the horſes-—and d'ye hear? Try if you can get any 

© news-papers. 

Tim, Yes, ſather— But, couſin Mat- dye · call. um, not 
a word about Mully Peng reuſe. 

Hart. Mum! Exit Tim. 

Sir Greg. Good now, that boy will make ſome miſ- 
take about the horſes now ! I'll go myſelf. Good now, 
no farther, couſin; if you pleaſe, no ceremony — 2 
hundred and fifty a weck! The fool! ha, ha, ba! 
Wonderful! An odd dog. Exit Sir Greg, 

Fenk. So, Fack, here's a freſh ſpoke in your wheel, 
Hur. This is a curſed _ incident, | 
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Fenk, Well, but ſomething muſt be done to 
the ſcheme of your new coulin' s. Can. you think *of 
nothing ? 

Har, I have been hammering: pray, are the two 
knights intimate? Are they well acquainted with each 
other's perſon? _ 

Fenk, Faith, I can't tell: but we may ſoon W 

Har. Cou'd you recommend me a good - ſpirited girl, 
who has humour and compliance to follow a few directi- 
ons; and underſtanding enough to barter a little incli- 
nation for 3,000/. a year, and a fool ? 


PFenl. In part I gueſs your deſign : the man's daugh- 
ter of the houſe is a good lively laſs, has a fortune to 


make, and no reputation to loſe, T'll call her— Jenny! 

But the enemy's at hand—T1'll withdraw and prepare 

Jenny. When the worſhipful family are retir'd, I'll in- 

troduce the wench, Exit Jenk, 
Enter Sir Gregory and Tim. 


Sir Greg. Pray now, couſin, are you in friendſhip. 


with Sir Penurious Trifle ? 

Har. I have the honour, Sir, of that gentleman's ac- 
quaintance. 

Sir Greg. May be ſo, may be ſo! But, lack-a- day, 
couſin, is he ſuch a miſer as folks ſay ? Good now, 
they tell me we ſhall hardly have neceſſaries for ourſelves 
and horſes at Cripe- ball: but as you are a relation, you 
ſhould, good now, know the affairs of the family. 
Here's Sir Penurious's letter; here, couſin. 


Har. Your overture I receive with pleaſure, and ſhould 


be glad to meet you in Shropſhire, I fanſy, from a 
thorough knowlege of Sir Penurious's diſpoſition, and 
by what I can collect from the contents of that letter, 
he would be much better pleas'd to meet you here, than 
at his own houſe. 


Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, may be ſo! A ſtrange man! 


Wonderful! But, good now, couſin, what muſt we do? 
Har. I this morning pay'd Sir Penurious a viſit; and 
if you'll honour me with your commands, I'll 


Sir Greg. Wonderful, to-day! Good now, that's 
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fer 'd within. 
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7 Couſin, you are very kind: good now, Il 
ſadaletter, Tim, by couſin Hartep. 

Mar. A letter from ſo old an acquaintance, and up- 
on ſo happy an occaſion, will ſecure me a favourable re- 
ception. | 
Sir Greg. Good lack, good lack, an old acquain- 
tance, indeed, couſin Hartop! We were at Hereford 
ſiſe together let's ſee, wonderful, how long ago? 
*Twas while I was courting dame //inny; the year be- 
fore I married her—good now, how long? Let's ſee— 
that year the hackney ſtable was built, and Peter Ugly 
the blind pad fell into-a ſawpit. 

Tim. Mother ſays father and ſhe was marry'd the firſt 
of April in the year ten; and I knows 'tis there about, 
for I am two and thirty; and brother 7eremy, - and 
Roger, and Gregory, and ſiſter Ne/ly, were born'd be- 
fore I. 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now! How time wears 
away ! Wonderful! Thirty-eight years ago, Tim; 1 


could not have thought it. But come in, let's ſet about 


the leiter. But pray, couſin, what diverſions, good 
now, are going forward in London ? 

Har. Oh, Sir, we are in no diftreſs for been 
we have olayn, balls, puppet-ſhows, maſquerades, bull- 
baitings, boxings, burlettas, routs, drums, and a thou- 
ſand others; but I am in haſte for your epiſtle, Sir 
* * ä | 
Sir Greg. Couſin, your ſervant. 

Exit S Greg. and Tim. 
Har. 1am your moſt obedient.Vhus far our ſcheme 


| ſucceeds : and if Jenkins's girl can affame the aukward 
pertneſs of the daughter, with as much ſucceſs as I can 
- imitate the ſpirited folly of Sir Penurious the father, [ 
don't deſpair of a happy cataſtrophe. 


Enter Jenny, 
Fenny. Sir, Mr. Fenkins 
Har. Oh, child, your inſtructions ſhall be admini- 
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Jenny. Mr. Jenkins bas open'd your deſign, and I 
am ready-and able to execute my part. n 
Har. My dear, I have not the leaſt doubt of either 
your inclination or ability. But, pox take this old ſel- 
low! What in the devil's name can bring him back? 
Scour, Jenny. 


Enter Sir Gregory. 

Sir Greg. Couſin, I beg pardon, but I have a favour 
to beg good now, could not you make intereſt at ſome 
coffee-houſe in London to buy, for a ſmall matter, the 
old books of news-papers, and ſend them into the coun- 
try to me? They would paſs away the time rarely in a 
rainy day. | 

Har. Sir, 1'll ſend you a cart-load. 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now: ten thouſand 
thanks! You are a couſin indeed ! But pray, coulin, 
let us, good now, ſee ſome of the works of that ſame 


fool. 


Har. IIl ſend them you all; but a—— _ 

Sir Greg, What, all? Lack-a- day, that's kind, cou- 
fin! The terra incopnits both the needles a great 
deal of that! But what biſhop is to be pope? 

Har. Zounds, Sir! I am in haſte for your letter —— 
when I return, aſk as many queſtions 

Sir Greg, Good now, good now, that' true III 
in, and about it——But, couſin, the pope is not to 
have Cibralter? 

Har. No, no; damn it, no! As none but the fool 
could ſay it, ſo none but ideots would believe him. 
Pray, Sir Gregory 

Sir Greg. Well, well, * Lack- a-day, you vee 
ſo——But, pray | 

Har. Damn your praying! b. you don't finiſh your 
letter immediately, you may carry it yourſelf. 

Sir Greg. Well, well, couſin! Lack-a- -day, you are 
in ſuch — now! 1 go, Igo. 

Har. But if the truth ſhould be diſcover'd, I ſhalt be 
mevitably diſappointed. . ES. 

Sir Greg. But, couſin, are Scilly rocks —— 
B 3 
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Har. 1 wiſh they were in your guts, with all my 
heart ! I muſt quit the field, I find, Exit. 
Sir Greg, Wonderful! Good now, good now, a 


paſſionate man! Lack- a. day, I am glad the pope is not : 


to have Gibralter tho'! 


ACT 1. 
SCENE. 


Sir Grzconr, and Tim reading news to him, di. 
5 covered. 


Tim. ( Prhantimple, N. 8. Nov. 15, the grande Seig- 
niour 

Sir Greg. Lack- a- day! Good now, Tim, the poli- 
ticks, child: and read the ſtars, and the daſhes, and 
the blanks, as I taught you, Tim. 

Tim. Yes, father We can aſſure our readers that the 
D——daſh is to go to F blank; and that a certain 
noble L-— is to reſign his P—e in the T-—y, in 
order to make rm for the two three (lars. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! Good now! Good now 
Great news, Tim] Ah, I knew the two three ſtars 
would come in play one time or other. This London 
Evening knows more than any of them, Well, child, 

well. 
Tin. From the D. 7. 

Sir Greg. Ay, that's the Dublin Journal. Go on, 
Tim. 

Tin. Laſt Saturday a gang of highwaymen broke in- 
to an empty houſe on 95. and ſtrip'd it of all 

the ſurnjture. 
8 nay Lack- a- day; wonderful | To what height 
theſe rogues are grown. 

Tim, The way to Mr. Keith's chapel is turn of pot 


a *SAab 
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Sir Greg. Pſhaw! Skip that, Tim; I know. that road 
as well as the doctor! Tis in every time. 

Tim. [Mard, at the Cat and Gridiron, Petticaat Lane ; 
makes tabby all over for people inclined to be crooked : 
' and if he was to have the univerſal world for making a 
pair of ſtays he could not put better ſtuff in them 

Sir Greg. Good now ; where's that, Tim? 

Tim. At the Cat and G ridiron, father. 

Sir Greg. I'll minute that: all my lady Jard's chil- 
dren, good now,. are inclined to be crooked. 

| Enter 4 Drawer, 
Draw. Sir, Mr. Fenkings begs to ſpeak with you. 
Sir Greg. Good now ; defire him to walk in. 
Enter Jenkins, 

Jenl. I thought it might not be improper to prepare 
you for a viſit from Sir Penurious Trifle: I ſaw him and 
his daughter alight at the apothecary's above, 

Sir Greg. What, they are come, wonderful ! very. 
kind, very kind, very kind, indeed, Mr.——Come, 
Tim, ſettle my cravat: good now, let's be a little de- 
cent: remember your beſt bow to your miſtreſs, Tim. 

Tim. Yes, father : but muſt not I kiſs miſs Suck ? 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, ay, ay! Pray, is couſin Har- 
top, come along? 

Zenk, I have not ſeen him: but, 1 fanſy, 1 had bet · 
ter introduce my neighbours. 

Sir Greg. Good now, would you be ſo kind! Exit 
Fenkins, Stand behind me, Tim. pull down your 
ruffles, child, 

Tin, But, father, won't miſs Suck think me bold if 
I kiſs her chops the firſt time? 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day | No, Tim, no: faint heart 
never won fair lady, Ha! Tim, had you but ſeen me 
attack dame Vinny] But times ar'n't as they were! Good 
now, we were another kind of folks in thoſe days 
ſtout, hearty ſmacks, that would ha' made your mouth 
water again; and the mark ſtood upon the pouting lip 
like the print upon a pound of butter. But the maſter» 
miſſes of the preſent age go, lack-a-day, as gingerly a- 
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bout it, 25 they were afraid to fill their mouths with 
the paint upon their miſtreſſes cheeks. Ah, the dayg/I 
have icen. 488 

Tim. Nay, Father, I warrant, if that's all, I kiſs her 
hearty enow, fath and ſole! 

Sir Greg. Huſh, Tim, huſh! Stand behind me, child. 
Enter Hartop as Sir Penurious Triffe, and Jenny as miſs 
Sukey, and Jenkins, 

Sir Greg. Sir Penurious, 1 am overjoy'd Good 
now ! 

Sir Pen. Sir Gregory, I kiſs your hand! My daugh- 
ter Snck, 

Sir Greg, Wonderful! Miſs, J am proud to—ſon 
Tim—Sir Penurious—beſt bow, child—miſs Suck 

Tim, An't that right, father ? . | kiſſes her. 

Sir Greg, Good now, good now! I am glad to ſee 
you look ſo well! You keep your own, Sir Penurious, 

Sir Pen. Ay, ay, ſtout enough, Sir Gregory, ſtout 
enough, brother, knight! Hearty as an oak; hey, 
Dick? Gad, now I talk of an oak, ll tell you a ſtory 
of an oak ; it will make you die with laughing ; hey, 
you Dick, you have heard it: ſhall I tell it, Sir Gregory? 

- Fenk. Tho' I have heard it ſo often, yet there is 
ſomething ſo engaging in your manner of telling a ſtory, 
that it always appears new. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful ! Good now, good now, I 
love a comical ſtory. Pray, Sir Pennrious, let's have 
it: mind, Tim, mind, child. ; 

Tim. Yes, father; Kath and ſole, I love a choice 
ſtory to my heart's blood ! | 

Sir Pen, You, knight, I was at Bath laſt ſanimer— 
a water that people drink when they are ill: you have 
heard of the Bath, Dick? Hey, you! 

Tim. Yes, fath, I know Bath ; I was there in way 


vp. 
Sir Greg. Huſh, Tim; good now, buſh'! 
Sir Pen. There's a coffee-houſe, you, a place where 


people drink coffee and tea, and read the news. 


1 
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Sir Greg. Pray, Sir Penurious, bow many papers 
may they take in ? 

Sir Pen, Pſhaw! Damn the news ! Mind the ory. 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now! A haſty man, Tim! 

Sir Pen. Pox take you both! I have loſt the ſtory— 
Where did J leave off, hey, you Dick? 

Tim. About coffee and tea. 

Sir Pen. Right, you, right! True, true So, God, 
you knight, I us'd to breakfaſt at this coffee-houſe every 
morning, it coſt me eight pence tho', and I had always 
a breakfaſt at home—no matter for that tho”! There I 
breakfalted ; you Dich, God, at the fame table with 
lord Tom Truewit—you have heard of Truewit, you, 
knight; a droll dog! You Dick, he told us the ſtory 
and made us die with laughing: you have heard of 
Charles the ſecond, you knight, he was ſon of Charles 


the firſt ; king here in England, that was beheaded by 6 


Oliver Cranwel, ſo what does Charles the ſecond, you 
knight, do; but he fights Nell at Worceſter, a town you 
have heard of, not far off; but all would not do, you ; 
God, Nell made bim ſcamper, made him run; take to 
his heels, you knight; Truewit told us the ſtory, made 
us die with laughing; I always break faſted at the coffee- 
houſe, it colt me 8 d. tho' I had a breakfaſt at bome 
So, what does Charles do, but he hid himſelf in an oak, 
an oak tree, you, in a wood call'd Bo{cobel, from two Ita- 
lian words, Bo/co Bells, a fine wood, you; and off he 


marches: but old V would not let him come home; 
no, ſays he, you don't come here—lord Tom told us 


the ſtory; made us die with laughing; it colt me 84. 
tho' I had a breakfaſt at home: ſo, you knight, when 


Nell dy'd ; Monk there, you, afterwards Albermar'e, in 
the north brought him back: fo, you, the cavaliers, 


you have heard of them? They were friends to the 
Stuarts, what did they do, God, you Dick, but they put 
up Charles in a ſign, the royal oak, you have ſeen ſuch 
ſigns at country alchouſes : fo, God, you, what does a 
Puritan do, the Puritans were friends to , but he 


puts up the ſign of an owl in an ivy huſn, and waders 
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neath he writes, this is not the royal oak: you have ſeen 
writings under ſigns, you knight: upon this, ſays the 
royaliſts, God this muſt not be; fo, you, what do they 
do, but, God, they proſecuted the poor Puritan ; but they 
made him change his ſign tho': and, you Dick, how 
d'ye think they chang'd ? God, he puts up the royal 
oak; and underneath he writes, "this is not the owl in the 
foy buſh. It made us all die with laughing ; lord Ton 
told the ſtory ; I always break faſted at the coffee houſe, 
tho” it coſt me 8 d. and I had a breakfaſt at home, hey, 
you, knight; what, Dick, hey! 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now; wonderful | 

Tim. A choice tale, fath ! 

Jenk. Oh, Sir Penurious is a moſt entertaining com- 
panion that muſt be allow'd. 

Sir Greg. Good now, ay, ay, a merry man! oi 
lack-a-day, would not the young lady chuſe a little re- 
freſhment after her ride? Some tea, or ſome 

Sir Pen, Hey, you knight! No, no; we intend to 
dine with thee, man. Well, you, Tim, what doſt think 
of thy father-in-law that is to be, hey? A jolly cock, 
you Tin, hey Dick: But prithee, boy, what doſt do 
with all this tawdry tinſel on? That hat and waiſtcoat ? 
Traſh, knight, traſh! More in thy pocket and leſs in 
thy cloaths ; hey, you Dick? God, you knight, 1'l! 
make you laugh: I went to London, you Dick, laſt year 
to call in a mortage ; and what does me I, Dick, but 
take a trip to a coffee-houſe in St, Martin's Lane, in 

comes a French fellow forty times as fine as Tim, with 
his muff and Parle vous, and his Frances; and his head, 
? you knight, as white with powder, God, you, as a twelfth 

cake: and who the devil d'ye think, Dick, this wight 

| be, hey, you knight ? 

2 Greg. Good now, an ambaſſador to be ſure. | 

Sir Pen. God, you knight, nor better nor worſe then 
Mynheer Vancaper, a Dutch figure dancer at the Es: 

--bouſe in the Haymarket. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! Good now, good now! 2 

hr Pen. Plhawy ! Pox, prithee, Tim, no-body dreſſes 
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now; all plain; look at me, knight, I am in the tip of 
the mode; now am I in full dreſs, hey, Dick ? 0 

Jent. You, Sir, don't want the aids of dreſs: but in 
Mr. Gazette, a little regard to that particular is but a 
neceſſary compliment to his miſtreſs. 

Sir Pen. Stuff, Dick, ſtuff! My daughter, knight, 
has had other gueſs breeding; hey you: Suck, come 
forward. Plain as a pike- ſtaff, knight, all as nature 
_ her; hey, Tim, no flams: prithee, Tim, off with 

thy lace and burn it; 'twill help to buy the licence: 
ſhe'll not like thee a bit the better for that; hey, Suck! - 
But, you knight; God, Dick, a toaſt and rankard would 
not be amiſs after our walk; hey, you ? 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now! What you will, 
Sir Penurious. 

Sir Pen. God, that's hearty you! But we won't part 
the young couple, hey: I'll ſend Suck ſome bread and 
cheeſe in; hey, knight ! At her, Tim. Come, Dick; 
come, you, knight, Did I ever tell you my courtſhip, 
hey, Dick? Twill make you laugh. 

Zenk. Not as I remember. 

Sir Greg. Lack- a- day, let's have it. ; 

Sir Pen. You know my wife was blind, you, knight, 

Sir Greg. Good now; wonderful ! Not I, 

Sir Pen. Blind as- a beetle when 1 marry'd her, 
knight: hey, Dick! She was drawn'd in our orchard: 
maid Beſi, knight, went to market, you, Dick; and 


wife rambled into the orchard, and ſouſe, drop'd into 


the fiſhpond : we found her out next dzy, but ſhe was 
dead as a herring : no help for that, Dick; buried her 
tho', hey, you! She was only daughter to Sir Triſtram 
Muckwerm, you; rich enough, you, hey! God, you, 
what does ſhe do, you, but ſhe falls in love with young 
Sleek her father's chaplain, hey, you! Upon that, what 
does me I, but flips on Domine's robes, you, paſs'd my- 
ſelf upon her for him, and we were tack'd together, you, 
knight, hey! God, tho' I believe ſhe never lik'd me; 
but what ſigniſies that, hey, Dick! She was rich, 1 
But come, let's leave the children togetner.. 


n 
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Sir Greg. Sir, I wait on you. | 

Sir Pen, Nay, pray —— 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now, 'tis ebe 
Sir Pen. Pox of ceremony! You, Dick, hey ? God, 
knight, III tell you a ſtory: one of our ambaſfadors i in 
France, you, a deviliſh polite fellow reckon'd, Dict - 
God, you, what does the king of France do, but, fays 
be, I'll try the manners of this fine gentleman : ſo, 
knight, going into a coach together, the king would 
have my lord go firſt : oh, an't pleaſe your majelty, 1 
can't indeed; you, hey, Dick! Upon which, what does 
me the king, but he takes his arm thus, you, Dic“, am 
I king of France, or you? Is it my coach or yours? J = 
Jo puſhes him in thus. Hey, Dick / 

Sir Greg Good now, good now! He, he, he! 
Sir Pen. God, Dick, 1 believe I have made a miſtake 
here; I ſhould have gone in firſt; hey, Dic“ Knight, 
God, you, beg pardon. Yes, your coach, not mine; 
your houſe, not mine; hey, knight! 

Sir Greg, Wonderful! a merry man, Mr. Fenkins, 

Exit the two knts. and Jenk, WM 

Tim. Father and couſin are gone, fath and ſole ! 

e. I fanſy my lover is a little puzzled bow to 


| Ti im. How—fath and ſole, I don't know what to 82 
how d'ye do, miſs Suck? 
 -Zenny. Pretty well, thank you. | 
© Tim, You have bad a choice walk, —Tis a rare day, f 
fath and ſole. | 
Fenn. Yes, the day's well enovgh. 
Tim. Is your houſe a good way off here? 
Jenny. Dree or four mile. | | 
Tim. That's a good long walk, fath ! m 
' uf I make nothing of it, and back again, 
Like enow. (Whiſtles. ) 
Jenny. ( Sings.) 
Tim, You have a rare pipe of your own, miſs.” 
Jenny. I can ſing loud enough, if I have a itt: nt 


= father don't love loging. 
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Tim. Like enow. (Whiſtles.,) . 

Jenny. And I an't over fond of whiſtling. | 
Tim. Hey ! ay, like enow: and I am a bitter bad 
finger... _ 

Fenny, Hey! ay, like LY 
Tim. Pray, mifs Suck, did ever any "ey; make loud 
to you before ? 
Fenny. Before ! When! e 
Tim, Before now. 
Jenny. What if I won't tell you! 4 | 
Tim. Why then you mult jet it alone, fath and ſole, 
Fenn. „. Like enough. 
Tin. Pray, miſs Sack, did your father tell you * 
ching? 5 
Jemy. About what? 
Tim. About I. 
Jenny. What ſhould a tell ? 
Tim. Tell! Why, as how I and father was come a 


woing. 
; Fenny. Who ? 
s , Tim, Why, you. Could you like me for a or 


heart, miſs Suck ? 
Femnny. I don't know. 
Tim. Mayhap ſomebody may ha' got your good will > 
y: already ? | | 
| Zenny. And what then? | * 
Tim. Then! Hey, I don't know. But if you could 
fanſy me 
Fenny. For what ? . 
Tim. For your true lover. * 
Fenny. Well, what then? 
Tim, Then: hey ! Why, fath, we may chance to be 
marry'd, if the old folks agree together, — 
Jenny. And ſuppoſe I won't be marry d to you? HT 
Tim. Nay, mils Suck, I can't help it, fath and ſole. 
But father and mother bid me come a courting: M90 1 if 
you, won't ha“ the, T'll tell father ſo. | 
| but Jen. You. are in a woundy hurry, methinks. 
f Tim. Not I, fath ! You may ſtay as long as 
CG 
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Enter Waiter, 
Wait, There's 2 woman without wants to ſpeak with 
Mr. Timothy Gazette. 
Tim. That's I, I am glad on't. Well, miſs Suck, 
ur ſervant, You'll think about it, wolf let's know 
your mind when I come back. God, I don't care whe- 
ther ſhe likes me or no; I don't like her half fo well as 
Mally Pengrouſe—Well, your ſervant, miſs Suck. 
Exit Tim. 
Jenny. Was there ever ſuch an unlick'd cub? I don't 
think his fortune a ſufficient reward for ſacrificing my 
perſon to ſuch a booby: but as he has money enough, 
it ſhall go hard but I pleaſe myſelf: I fear I was a little 
too backward with my gentleman : but however, a fa- 
vourable anſwer to his laſt queſtion will ſoon ſettle mat- 
ters, 


Enter Jenkins. 
Fenk, Now, Jenny, what news, child? Are things 
fix'd? Are you ready for the nuptial kyot ? 
Zenny, We are in a fair way: I thought to have 
quicken'd my ſwain's advances by a little affected coy- 
neſs; but the trap would not take: I expect him back 
in a minute, and then leave it to my management. 
, Jenk, Where is he gone? 
Fenny. The drawer called him to ſome woman. 
Fenk. Woman! He neither knows or is known by 
any body here. What can this mean? No counter- 
plot ! But, pox, that's impoſſible ! You have not blab'd 


Fenny ? - i 


Jenny. My intereſt would prevent me. » 

Zenk. Upon that ſecurity any woman may, I think, W © 
be truſted. I muſt after him tho”. „ Lit? 

Zenny. I knew the time when Jenkins would not have * 
Lift me ſo haſtily : *tis odd that the ſame cauſe that in- 
creaſes the paſſion in one ſex, ſhould deftroy it in the 0 


other: the reaſon is above my reach; but the fact I am 

a ſevere witneſs of. Heigh ho! | 

Enter Hartop, Sir Penurious, and Sir Gregory Gotette, 
Sir Pen. And fo, you knight, ſays he, you know 


v . 
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knight, what low dogs the miniſters were then, how 
does your pot—a pot, you, that they put over the fire 
to boil broth and meat in.— Lou have ſeen a pot, you 
knight—bow does your pot boil theſe troubleſome 
times ? hey you ! God, my lord, ſays he, I don't know, 
I ſeldom go into my kitchen; a kitchen, you knight is 
a place where they dreſs victuals; roaſt and boil, and 
ſo forth ; God, ſays he, I ſeldom go into my kuchen 
but, I ſuppoſe, the ſcum is uppermolt ſtill; hey, you 
knight! What, God, hey; but where's your ſon, Sir 
Gregory? Good now, good now, where's Tin, miſs 


Sukey ? lack- a- day, what's become of Zim? 


Jenny. Gone out a tiny bit ; he'll be here preſently., 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! Good now! good now! 
Well, and how mils Sukey—has Tim? has he? well, 
and what, you have—wonderful ! 

Enter a ſervant with @ letter. 
Serv. Sir, I was commanded to deliver this into your 
own hands by Mr. 7enkins, | 

Sir Pen, Hey, you, what, a letter? God ſo! Any | 
anſwer you? hey! 

Serv. None, Sir. 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, Sir Penuriqus is buſy! Well, 
miſs, and did Zim do the thing? Did he pleaſe you? ? 
Come now, tell us the whole ſtory : wonderful! Rare 
news for dame Winny ! ha, Tim's ane ſon! But 
come, whiſper—ay. 

Sir Pen. I have only time to tell . * your ſcheme 
is blaſted : this inſtant I encounter d Mrs. Penelope Trifle, 


with her niece, they will ſoon be with you So then alf's 


over, but let's fee what expedition will do Well, 
you knight, hey! What have they ſettled? Is the girl 
willing ! 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now, right as my leg! 
Ah, Tim, little did I think but, -lack- -2+day, wonder 


where the boy is! Let's ſeek him. 


Sir Pen, Agreed, you knight; hey, come. 
Enter Jenkins, 
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Sir Greg. Lack-a day, here's Mr. Jenlint. Good 
now, have you ſeen T in: ? 

* Fenk. Your curioſity ſhall be immediately ſatisfied ; 
but I moſt firſt have a word with Sir Penurious. 

Sir Pen. Well you, what, hey; any news, Dick? 

Ferk. Better than you could hope, your rival is dif. 
pos'd of. 

Sir Pen. Diſpos'd of ! How ? 

Fenk. Marry'd by this time, you rogue! The wo- 
man that wanted him was no other than Mally Pen- 
gron/e; trodg'd it up all the way after him, as Tim ſays, 
J have recommended them to my chaplaih ; and before 
this, the buſineſs is done. 

Har. Braviſſimo! you rogue! But how ſhall I get off 
with the knight ? 

Zenk. Nay that muſt be your contrivance. 

Har. 1 have it—ſuppoſe I was to own the whole de- 
ſign to Sir Gregory, as our plan has not ſucceeded with 
his ſon; and as he ſeems to have a tolerable regard for 
me, it is poſſible he may aſſiſt my ſcheme on Sir Penu- 
rious. 

Zenk. Tis worth trying however: but he comes. 

Sir Greg. Well, good now, Mr. Jenlint, have you 
ſeen Tim? I can't think where the boy 
Her. Tis now time, Sir Gregory, to ſet you clear 
with reſpe& to ſome particulars ; I am now no longer 
Sir Penurious Trifle, but your friend and relation, act 
Hartop. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful ! Good now, good now, couſin 
Hartop, as I am a living man—hey—well, but, good 
now, how, Mr. 7enkins, hey ? 

Jen. The ſtory, Sir Gregory, is rather too long to 
tell you now, but in two words; my friend Hartop has 
very long had a paſſion for miſs Trifle; and was appre- 
henſive your fon's application would deſtroy his views, 
which, in order to defeat, he aſſumed the character of 
Sir Penuritus: but he is ſo captivated with your integri- 
ty and friend hip, that he rather chuſes to forego his own 
intereſt, than interrupt the happineſs of your ſon. 
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Sir Creg. Wonderful ! Good now, good now, that's 
kind! who could have thought it, couſin Hartsp ? 
Lack-a-day, well, but where's Tim? hey! good ae, 
and who are you ? 

 Fenk. This, Sir, is ; oy the handmaid of the houſe, 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! A peſtilent huſſey ! Ab, Har- 
top, you are a wag ! A pize of your pots and your roy- 
al oaks ! Lack-a-day, who could ha thought—ah, Fen- 
ny, you're a but where's Tim? 

Enter Sir Gregory's ſervant. 

Serv. Wounds, maſter ! Never (tir alive if maſter Tim 
has na gone and marry'd Mally Pengrouſe. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! how, firrah, how? Good 
now, good now, couſin Hartop—Mally 2 who 
the dickens is ſhe ? 

Serv. Maſter T imothy's ſweetheart in Carnwal. : 

Sir Greg, And how came ſhe here? Lack-a a-day, 
coulin, 

Serv, She tram'd it up after maſter: maſter 77 not hy 
is without, and ſays, as how they be marry d: I wanted 
him to come in, but he's afraid you'll knock'n down. 

Sir Greg. Knock'n down ! Good now, let me come 
at him! 1'll—ah, rogue! Lack- a- day, coulin, ſhew me 
where he is! I'll 

Har. Moderate your fury, good Sir Gregory ; conſider, 
it is an evil without a remedy. 

Sir Greg. But what will dame Vinny ſay? Good now, 
ſach a diſparagement to—and then, what will Sir Penu- 
rious ſay ? Lack-a-day, I am almolt diſtracted And 


you, you lubberly dog! Why did not you—T'—ah, 


couſin Hartop! Couſin Hartop! Good now, good now. 

Har. Dear Sir, be calm; this is no ſuch ſurpriſing 
matter ; we have ſuch inſtances is ihe news papers e- 
very day. 

Sir Greg. Good now, , No, couſin, no 

Har. Indeed Sir Gregory it was but laſt week that 
lord Lofiy's ſon marry'd his mother's maid, and lady 
Betty Forward run away not a month ago with her 
uncle's butler. * 
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Sir Greg. Wonderful! What in the news? Good 
now, that's ſome comfort however, but what will Sir 
 Penurious 

Har, As to that, leave him to me, I have a project 
to prevent his laughing at you Pl} warrant. 

Sir Greg. But how, how, couſin Hartop, how? 

Har. Sir Gregory, d'ye think me your friend ? 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, ay, couſin, ay. 

Har. And would you in return ſerve me in a circum- 
ſtance that can't injure yourſelf? 

Sir Greg. Good now, to be ſure, couſin. 

Har, Will you then permit me to aſſume the figure 
of your fon, and fo pay my addreſſes to miſs Tie? I 
was pretty happy in the imitation of her father; and if 
I could impoſe upon your ſagacity, I ſhall find lefs diffi- 

culty with your brother knight. 

Sir Greg. Good now ! Tin Ah, you could not 
touch Tim. 

Har. 1 warrant you. But ſee, the young gentleman. 

Enter Tim. 

Sir Greg, Ah, Tim, Tim?! little did I—Good now, 
good now ! 

Tim. I could not help it now, fath and ſole : but if 
you'll forgive me this time, I'll never do ſo no more. 
Sir Greg, Well, well, if thee can'ſt forgive thyſelf, I 
can forgive thee; but thank thy couſin Hartop. 

Har. Oh, Sir! if you are ſatisfy'd, I am rewarded. 
T wiſh you joy; joy to you, child, | 
Sir Greg. Thanks, couſin Hartop. 

Enter Waiter. 

Wait. Sir, Mrs. Penelope Trifle, with her niece, being 
come to town, and hearing your worſhip was in the 
houſe, would be glad to pay you their compliments. | 

Sir Greg. Lack- a- day! Wonderful]! Here we are all 
topſy-turvey again! What can be done now, couſin 
Hartop ? 

Har. Dick! Shew the ladies in here, but delay them 
a little. The luckieſt incident in the world, Sir Gregory ! 

If you will be kind enough to lend Jenkins your dreſs, 
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and maſter Timothy will fayour me with his, I'll make 
up matters in a moment. 
Sir Greg. Ay, ay, couſin ! 
Tim, Fath and ſole, you ſhall have mine dire 
Har. No, no, ſtep into the next room a minute, Sir 
Gregory. 
Sir Greg, Ay, ay, where you will, | 
Tim. Fath, here will be choice ſport. Exeunt. 
| Enter Mrs. Penelope and Suck, with Waiter, , 
Wait. The gentlemen will wait on you preſently, 
Would you chuſe any refreſhment ? 
Suck. A draught of ale, friend, for I'm main dry, 
Pen. Fie! fic! Niece ' Is that liquor for a young 
f lady ? Don't diſparage your family and breeding ! The 
1 perſon is to be born that ever ſaw me touch any thing 
ſtronger than water till I was three and twenty. 
t Suck. Troth ! Aunt, that's ſo long ago, that I think 
there's few people alive who car remember what you 
* did then. 
Pen. How! Gillflirt! None of your fleers! I am 
„, glad here's a huſband coming that will take you down: 
your tantrums ! You are grown too head - ſtrong and ro- 
if buſt for me. 
Suck. Gad, I believe you would be glad to be taken 


I down the ſame way! 
Pen. Oh! you are a pert——but fee your lover ap- 
d. proaches. Now Sucky, be careful, child: none of 


700 
Enter Jenkins «s Sir Gregory, and Hartop as Tim. 


Fenk. Lack-a-day, lady! I rejoice to ſee yon! Wons 
ng derful ! ! And your niece! Tim, the ladies, 


he Har. Your ſervant, miſtreſs! I am glad to ſee you, 
; miſs Suck. ( Salutes her. ) Fath and ſole, miſtreſs Suck's 
all a fine young woman, more or leſs | 
ſin Suct. Yes, I am well enough, 1 believe: | 
Fenk, But, lady! Where's my brother N s 
em Where Sic Penurious ? 
ry! Suck, Father's at home in expectation of you, and 


eſs, aunt and 1 be come to town to make preparations, - 
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Jenk. Ay! Wonderfal ! Pray, lady! Shall I, good 
now ! Crave a word in private? Tin, will ou and your 
ſweetheart draw. back a little ? 

Har. Yes, father; come, miſs will you jog a tinny- 
bit this way? 

Suck, With all my heart! 

Jenb. There is, lady, a wonderful affair has 8 'd, 
| good now ! Son Tim has fallen in love with a young 
woman at his uncle's, and 'tis partly to prevent bad con- 
ſequences that I am, lack-a-day ! ſo haſty to match him: 
and one of my men, good now ! tells me that he has 
ſeen the wench ſince we have been in town; ſhe has 
followed us here, ſure as a gun, lady! If Tim ſces the 
girl he'l] never marry your niece. 

Pen, It is indeed, Sir Gregory Gazette, a molt criti- 
cal con juncture, and requires the molt mature delibe · 
ration. 

Feu. —Deliberation ! Lack-a-day!. Lady! Whilk 
we deliberate the boy will be loſt. 

Pen. Why, Sir Gregory Gazette, what operations can 
we determine upon? 

Fenk. Lack-a-day ! I know but one. 

Pen, Adminiſter your propoſition, Sir Gregory Gazette, 
you. will have my concurrence, Sir, in any thing that 
does not derogate from the regulations of conduct ; for 
it would be moſt prepoſterous in one of my charaeer, 
to deviate from the ſtricteſt attention. ; 
Fend. Lack-a-day, lady! No ſuch matter is wanted. 
But, good now! Could not we tack the young couple 

together directly? Your brother and I have already a- 
reed. 
, Pen. Are the rn amin ue, Sir Gres 
gory Gazette? 

Fenk, Good now! As firm as a 2 lady! 

Pen. Why, then to preſerve your ſon, and accompliſh 
the union between our families, I have no objections to 
the acceleration of their nuptials, provided the child! is 
inclined, and a miniſter may be procur'd. 

Jen. Wonderful! You are very 00d | | Good now! 
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There has been one match already in the houſe to day, 
We may have the ſame parſon ; here! Tm! And 
young gentlewoman !—Well, miſs! Wonderful and 
how ? Has, Tim? Hey, boy Is not miſs a fine — 
lady? 

Har. Path and ſole, father! Miſs is a —— 
young woman ! All red and white, like Mally —— 
hun ! 

Zenk, Huſh, Tim, well, and miſs how does my boy: 
he's an honeſt hearty lad! Has he? Good now! had 
the art? How d'ye like him, young gentlewoman ? 

Suck, Liken ? Well enough, I think. 

Fenk, Why, then, miſs, with your leave your aunt 
and 1 herd have agreed, if you are willing to have the 
wedding over directly. 

Suck, Gad! With all my heart. - Aſk the young man. 

Har. Fath and ſole! Juſt as you pleaſe, to-day, to- 
morrow, or when you will, more or leſs. 

Zenk. Good now, good now! then get you in there, 
there you will find one to do your buſineſs: wonderful! 
Matters will ſoon be managed within, Well, lady, this 
was, good now, ſo kind! Lack-a-day ! I verily believe 
if dame Winny was dead that I ſhould be glad to lead up 
ſuch another dance with you, lady! 

- Pen, You are, Sir, ſomething too precipitate: nor 
would there, did circumſtances concur as you inſinuate, 
be ſo abſolete a certitude, that I who have rejected ſo 
many matches ſhould inſtantaneouſly ſuccumb. 

Pink, Lack- a- day! Lady! Good now! I 

Pen. No, Sir; I would have you inſtructed, that had 
not Penelope Trifle made irrefragable reſolutions, ſhe 
need not fo long have preſerved her family firname. 

Jen. Wonderful! Why, I was only n 

Pen. Nor has the title of lady Gazette, ſuch reſplen- 
dent charms or ſuch bewitching allurements, as to throw 
me at once into the arms of Sir N e rl 

Fend. Good now! Who ſays 

Pen, Could wealth, beauty, or titles ſuperior to per- 


haps 
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Enter Sir Gregory, Roger, and Tim. 

Tin. Wes, indeed, father; Mr. Hartop knew on't as 
well as 1; and Mr, Jenkins got us a Nen. ROY 

Sir Gres, Good now ! good now ! a rare couple of 
friends! But T'll be even with them! I'll marr their 

market! Maſter Jenlias, you have fobb'd me finely ! 

Jienk. Lack-a-day l What's the matter now? 

Sir Greg. Come, come, none of your lack-a-day ! 
None of your gambols, nor your tricks to me; good 
now, good now! give me my cloaths ! Here take your 
tawdry trappings, I have found you out at laſt : I'll be 
no longer your property. 

.- :;Fenk.. Wonderful! What's all this? Lady ! good 
now good now! What's here, a ſtage- play? 

Sir Greg. Play me no plays! But give me my wig ! 
and your precious friend my loving couſin, (poi on the 
kindred) let'n —— 

Zenk. Good now ! good now! What are theſe folks? 
As ſure as a gun they're mad. 

Sir Greg. Maid! no, no]! we are neither mad nor 
fools; no thanks to you We.. 

Pen. What is all this? Can you youre this — 

plexity, untwine this myſtery, Sir Gregory Gazette! 
Sir Greg. He, Sir Gregory Gazette? Lack-a- day, 
lady ! you are tricked, impoſed on, bamboozled ; good 
now! good-now ! *Tis I am Sir Gregory Gazette. 
Den. How! 

Tim. Fath and ſole, tis true, miſtreſs ! And I am his 
fon Tim, and will been a. 

Pen. Why is n't Mr, Timothy Gazette with my niece 

a "Suſemngh Trifle ? 

Tim. Who, me? Lord! no 'tis none of I, it is cou- 
fin Hartop in my cloaths. 

Pen. What's this? And pray who 

Zenk. Why, as 1 ſee the affair is — you 
may, madam, call me Zenkins : come, Hartop, you may 
now throw off your diſguiſe ; the ar bad like to 
_ have embarraſſed us. 
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Pen. How, Mr. Jenkins / And would you, Sir, par- 
ticipate of a plot too 

Har. Madam, in the iſſue your family will, I hope, 
have no great reaſon to repent; I always had the great- 
eſt veneration for miſs Penelope Trifle s underſtanding ; 
the higheſt eſteem ! for her virtues can intitle. me to 
the honour of being regarded as her relation. 

Pen. Sir, I ſhall determine on nothing, till I am ap- 
priſed of my brother's reſolution. 

Har. For that we muſt wait. Sir Gregory, I muſt 


intreat your and your ſon': pardon for ſome little liber- 


ties I have taken with you both. Mr. 7enkins I have 
the higheſt obligation to your friendſhip; and miſs, 
when we become a little better acquainted, I flatter my- 
ſelf, the change will not prove unpleaſing. 

Suck, T know nothing at all about it. 

Hart. Sir Gregory, we ſhall have your company at 
dinner. 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, no, no, that boy has ſpoil'd 
my ſtomach come, Tim, fetch thy rib, and let us be 
jogging towards Wales ; but how thou wilt get off with 
thy mother 

Tim. Never fear, father 


Since you have been pleas'd our nuptial knot to bleſs, 
We ſhall be happy all our lives more or 48. 


F- 1 MN. $% 


* 
. 1 # 4 


r — 


5 _ P : 1 
—ů r DP — — 
z: „ „„%4∘tic«W 


— — — . — » 
— — — — Ä — — - — — 


